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Amanda Hawkins’ …Being My Mother s Sister: A tale of a family in flux
~

Not many guys can say they grew up to become their

mother’s sister, but that’s what happened to me. Mom was

an only child and she always regretted her lonely child-

hood with a pair of hard-working but distant parents, and

no siblings—in particular a sister close to her in age, who

she could share secrets and girl talk with. So one day,

when she caught me red-handed and up to my armpits in

lingerie, makeup, and her favorite wig, she gave me a

choice: pack up and get out, or become her sister.

Did I mention that my mother is just a little unhinged?

She isn’t certifiable and she’s not about to be shipped off

to one of those ‘spas’ with walls topped by razor wire, but

she is in therapy and her therapist has told her she needs to

take her meds and avoid stress. She does that, but she also

does some pretty disturbing things, like wandering around

the house at night wearing earbuds and listening to weird

sermons on her phone, or watching marathons of old

sitcoms on MeTV and Decades. That’s how I knew she

wasn’t just kidding around.

I’d just graduated from community college with less-than-

stellar grades, and had formulated no plans beyond sitting

around the basement playing video games. In financial

terms we were fairly well off with the money Mom just

inherited from her hard-working parents, so I was in no

great hurry to decide my future. But she made it clear that

if I were to leave I’d be cut off from all support: her bank

account would no longer pay for my credit card, my

Honda Accord Hybrid would be repossessed, and I could

forget about that two weeks in Hawaii she’d planned to

give me as a graduation present. That might not be so bad

if I had smarts, a university degree and a good job—but I

had none of those things. Which meant I had to think long

and hard about her ‘be my sister’ ultimatum.
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“You’ve been a great disappointment to me, Thomas—as a son, I mean.

You have no ambition, no drive, no goals in life.” She paced back and

forth in front of me, where I sat slumped on the edge of her bed—still

dressed in a pink and black corselette, a silk slip and a curly brunette

wig—and she seemed to take great pleasure in reeling off a long list of

my shortcomings. “However, with a little work I think I could turn you

into the little sister I never had. What do you say?”

How bad could it be? I’d been dressing up in her clothes since I was

nine years old, so wasn’t this what I’d been fantasizing about all these

years? What could be better than parent-sanctioned cross-dressing? So

I finally told her: yeah, I’d do it. I’d become her sister.

Her smile was genuine, and she drew me into a quick hug. “You won’t

regret this, sweetie. We’re going to have such fun!”

A few days later, when the weekend rolled around, she unlocked the

room in the basement that was my uncle Johan’s workshop. He was my

father’s elder brother and he’d lived with us for awhile after Dad died,

before disappearing about five years ago. He was a wildcat inventor, a

real ‘mad scientist’ type, who’d been working on a machine for editing

the human genome for pretty much as long as I could remember.

“He was a lot closer than you’d think,” Mom said. “Before he left he

was talking about testing it on a real person. Sometimes I wonder if he

wound up using it on himself, transformed into someone else, and then

took off to make a better life for himself—or herself,” she added,

sending me a meaningful glance. I asked her what she meant.

She waved it off. “Oh, you know. He was always going on about male-

to-female transformations. I don’t think he knew what you were getting

up to when we weren’t around, but it’s no wonder the two of you got

along so well. Two peas in a pod, hmm?”

She led me over to what looked like a tanning bed placed atop a low

table set against the far wall. It had a cylindrical lid, which she lifted to

reveal an old ceramic bathtub—equipped with leather restraints. “This

is it,” she said. “Your uncle’s greatest invention: the Gender Inverter.

That’s what I call it, anyhow. I don’t think he had a name for it.”

I backed away. “Hang on, if you think I’m gonna get in there—”

She grabbed my wrist. “Do we really need to go through this again,

Thomas? No credit card, no car, no home, no future—is that what you

want? Just get in there already, and lie down!”

I swallowed hard, thought about what might be considered the ultimate

cross-dressing experience, and lay down in the tub. Mom fastened the

straps around my wrists, ankles and neck, and the wider bands that

encircled my tummy and thighs. “I’ve already placed a sample of my

dna in the chamber,” she said, patting part of the machine I couldn’t

see. “That’s where your new X-chromosome will come from.”

I mulled that over. “You mean Uncle Johan’s invention is gonna turn

me into a genetic female?”

“Well, sure. That’s what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it?”

I tried to shrug. “I dunno. It just seems a little extreme, is all.”

She brushed it off. “I don’t see what the big deal is. It saves a copy of

your Y-chromosome. You can always change back.”

I don’t know if I believed that or not, but I sure as hell wanted to.

Mom slipped a helmet over my head. It had a visor that flipped down

over my eyes, and headphones that covered my ears. “This is my own

contribution,” she said, glancing at her phone. “It’s a Mesmerizer.

They’re all the rage among the ladies down at the spa. Excellent for

improving one’s motivation. It’ll help you adapt to being a woman.”

I had to wonder why she hadn’t just ‘mesmerized’ me into being a

better and more ambitious son, instead of using it to help turn me into

her sister. But I didn’t have a chance to formulate a question before she

blew me a kiss and closed the lid. “See you tomorrow,” she said.

A moment later my uncle’s Gender Inverter hummed to life, my field of

view was replaced by a kaleidoscope of all the colors in the rainbow,

and a murmur of not-quite-white noise crept into my brain.

That’s all I remember.

~

Twenty hours: that’s how long I was in the machine. I had no sense of

the passage of time, but that’s what Patty told me when I finally came

out. I was a mess: exhausted, sweaty, and I’d soiled myself. Yuk!



~ 3 ~

After dashing into the shower and cleaning myself, Patty pointed out

the obvious. “You’re female now, Steph. Just like me.”

Darned if she wasn’t right! In my rush to get clean, I’d barely noticed

what should have been obvious changes: breasts; a feminine figure

with all the right curves, and a tight little tunnel of love between my

legs. I did remember being Patty’s son not that long ago—although the

boy’s actual name escaped me—but it seemed that being female was

something I now took for granted. It was as if I’d been that way my

whole life, even though I knew it wasn’t so. How strange!

I asked Patty about it. “I told you about that, sis. The AutoMesmerizer

just made a few tweaks to your mind to make it easier for you to pass

muster as a woman. So you’d feel more natural being female.”

I found myself giggling. “Mission accomplished, girl. I feel so natural,

I could probably insert a tampon with my eyes closed—while walking

a tightrope in stiletto heels.”

Patty laughed. “Oh, you’re such a show-off. Just like always.”

She lent me some clothes—we’ve always shared everything—and went

out for a liquid lunch. Then, needless to say, we hit the shops. We tried

on dresses, seeing who could fit into the smallest size of whatever, all

the while giggling like a couple of schoolgirls. Just like old times.

~

My sister wasn’t seeing anyone, but with us going out so much—to

bars and restaurants and such—we attracted a lot of male attention. To

be honest, most of it came my way, being younger and prettier and

more out-going, and Patty had to settle for tall, dark and handsome’s

buddy—a.k.a., his wingman. She did score a few times, but not as

much as I did. Once or twice a week, it seemed, I’d go home with some

random (but well-hung) male—sometimes the same man as a previous

encounter—to spend the night with him, while Patty usually went home

to an empty bed. I guess that sort of thing can wear on a person, but I

wouldn’t know. I was too busy having fun and making up for all the

time I lost when I was male.

Being female is awesome; I wouldn’t trade being able to climax two or

three times on the same sleep-over for anything.

One morning I returned home from a weekend in Vegas with a guy who

owned a Corvette Stingray, to find a note waiting for me on the kitchen

table. “I’m sorry, Stephanie,” it read, “but I just cannot compete with

you. I never could. The better woman won. Check the machine.”

I ran downstairs. The workshop door was locked and it took me a long

time to find the key. Inside, the Gender Inverter was running, flashing

lights and all. I hit the big red button on the control panel to turn it off.

Patty’s phone was there too, with the AutoMesmerizer app still active. I

shut it down and lifted the lid.

There was a naked man in the bathtub. He was just starting to wake up.

I helped him remove the Mesmerizer’s helmet, while sneaking a few

glances at what lay nestled between his legs. It was huge! Much larger

than mine had once been.

“Impressive, huh? Like what ya see?” He stood up and wiped himself

off with paper towels. The control panel showed that he’d been inside

the machine for nearly forty-eight hours.

All I said was Why?

He shook his head. “Couldn’t compete. You’re younger than she was,

and a whole lot sexier. Patricia couldn’t handle being second banana to

you for the next forty or fifty years, give or take. She took the coward’s

way out.” He grinned. “Call me Patrick. It was my dad’s middle name.

I used one of his old baby teeth for a sample of his dna.”

He left to hit the shower and get dressed in some of the clothing Uncle

Johan had left behind. I ran the tap to sluice down the tub.

Later, we met up in the kitchen where I served him an open-faced ham

and cheese sandwich with a poached egg on top. He was ravenous after

going two days without food.

I sat across the table, watching him eat. Finally, I asked, “What am I

supposed to call you, anyhow? Are you my mother, my father, my

uncle—what?”

He chewed thoughtfully. “Is it kinda confusing, isn’t it? I’m either my

own uncle or my own brother, which would make me either your uncle

or your brother, but since you used to be Patty’s son, that would make
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me either your uncle or your grand-uncle. Given that our apparent ages

aren’t that far apart, ‘grand’ doesn’t really fit. Frankly, even ‘uncle’ is

stretching it a bit. So how about we just say I’m your older brother and

leave it at that?”

I nodded. “I can live with that.”

“It’s funny,” he said. “The dna you use for a sample is really important

for how you turn out. That’s why you’re so much like Patty. I mean,

that’s what she intended, for you to be her sister, but even so—the

resemblance is amazing. That’s why I used my dad’s dna. He was a

good man, my pop. I could do a lot worse than to be more like him. I

figure this makes me the son he never had.”

“I guess it’s nice to keep it in the family.”

“Yeah, it is. But that’s not what poor old Johan did.” He sighed. “You

never knew this about him, but the dude was into prostitutes in a big

way; used ‘em every other Friday night, it seemed. I’m pretty sure

that’s where he got the sample he used on himself.”

“You mean like some random ‘skank’ he picked up off the street?”

“Not quite that bad. He always went to brothels; mostly the classier

joints, where they treat their girls properly. The sample would’ve come

from a real good-looking lady, with some serious sex appeal.”

“You figure Uncle Johan turned himself into a girl like that?”

He nodded. “She’d be young and gorgeous, sexy—and smart. A gal

like that could do pretty well for herself. Not just as an escort, either. I

like to think she landed herself a rich husband. By now she’s probably

running the dude’s company.” A shrug. “I guess we’ll never know.”

~

Ultimately, neither of us had the slightest interest in turning back into

our former selves. Thanks to long sessions with the Mesmerizer, we

were more than happy to keep our new bodies—and our new sexual

orientations. Patrick, as it turned out, was quite popular with middle-

aged women who were in good physical condition and could keep up

with him during extended love-making sessions.

So the question became: what to do with the Gender Inverter?

A device like that could make us a fortune, but neither of us wanted the

hassle of bringing it to market. “Poor old Johan,” Patrick said, shaking

his head. “The greatest inventor of his generation, yet no one will ever

know. He’ll never be famous, like Bill Gates.”

We ended up selling the machine to the CIA. No doubt they intended to

use it to transform their operatives into other people to spy on other

countries, but that was no concern of ours.

We split the proceeds fifty-fifty and, not long after that, we went our

separate ways. Family is family, but we certainly weren’t going to live

together for the rest of our lives. Patrick married a lovely woman with

two grown-up children and eventually retired to Florida. I see him two

or three times a year, during the holidays.

As for me, I hooked up with a wonderful man I met at a farmer’s

market. He was helping out at a booth owned by his mother, selling

specialty mustards and relishes, but his day job was as an engineer at

Lockheed. We never did get married, but after we moved in together I

was beyond surprised to find myself pregnant. Uncle Johan’s machine

did a better job of turning me into a woman than I thought!

We had two babies together—a pair of little boys—before I decided

enough was enough and got my tubes tied.

I like to think I’m a pretty good mother; better than my own mom, in

fact. She was a nice enough lady, but I’m ‘better’ for the simple reason

that I have no plans to turn my boys into girls! Not unless they ask me

nicely, at least. I’ve got some pull with the CIA; they owe me a favor or

two. I could probably arrange something.

But dna isn’t always destiny. It’s not like my sons have to switch

gender, just because their mom did—and her mother/brother as well.

Even so I’ve got my fingers crossed, and I keep a close eye on my

closet to see if any of my clothes get moved around—just in case.

To be honest, I wouldn’t mind having a daughter or two. The mother-

daughter bond is special, and I would love to be able to teach them

everything I know about being a woman.

The journey from male to female is special too. If I could have that in

common with my kids… well, that would make me one happy lady.  


